
It’s hard to believe it has been so long since I made that one little mistake!  

It should have been a great day!  I was out of school for a whole week for Spring break and Mom was leaving that Monday morning to do her weekly shopping.  I was nearly 10, and was mature and well mannered enough in my parent’s eyes to stay home alone and not get into trouble.   I loved having those brief times alone and watched as she backed the car out of the garage.  That afternoon, I was looking forward to trying on Mom’s black and white dress because it had a full skirt and crisp, full petticoats with it!  I guess I should have asked her, but since I was her son that didn‘t seem the best option!

The little mistake was that I hadn’t made sure she was gone.  She had backed out of the garage and to the street.  I did exercise patience enough to wait long enough for that.   If I had waited a few more seconds though, I would have seen she only made it as far as the neighbor’s house and stopped to chat.   I learned later that before driving off she remembered something and came back to the house to get it.  I was half way down the stairs wearing that wonderful black and white dress when she walked in the front door!

We just stared at each other not knowing exactly what to do.  I was frightened and suddenly so ashamed of myself!   I remember looking at her with tears streaming down my cheeks and frozen in place!   She slowly came up the stairs and sat on one of the steps next to me.  All I remember after that was her hugging me as we both sat next to each other on the stairs.  I’m sure that all happened in just a minute or two, but it seemed like forever.  The next thing I remember was sitting on her bed while she began quietly asking if I was ok?  She apologized for frightening me and explained how she came to be back so soon.  All I could think was how I could possibly explain what I was doing!  

So suddenly, that great day turned horrible!  Because of that little mistake She had found out about my secret…THE secret I had guarded so tightly.  I was a horrible boy who wanted to dress in girl’s clothes and a freak and crazy and…but She didn’t seem angry?  She calmly asked me all kinds of questions about how I felt  while wearing her clothes and what I liked so much about it and so on.  That evening I figured Dad would be told and then I would surely be in trouble.  Instead, nothing!
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The next day after Dad left for work, Mom told me she was going shopping since she hadn’t made it the day before.  She asked if I wanted to go along guessed I would rather stay home.  “Mom, I won’t…. well you know.  I promise.  I just…. I’ll just read or watch some television if that’s ok with you?”  She smiled and said whatever I wanted to do was Ok with her, just to be careful and stay out of trouble.  After she left, I didn’t run upstairs!.  I had told myself over and over what I had been doing was stupid and wrong!  I had vowed to myself not to ever think about it again!

I did try to watch a little television.  Not much on in the mornings back in those days unless you liked soap operas or some guy named Liberache.   I didn’t even want to look through the Sears and Penney’s Catalogs to look longingly at all the wonderful petticoats and dresses, a past-time I often undertook before…before my secret was discovered.

How I used to look at those catalog pages.   All the clothes I dreamed of having in my own closet.  If I was a girl, I would have dozens of petticoats and….but I wasn’t a girl….I was a stupid, gross, disgusting boy!  But those catalogs….all the times I looked and dreamed and….so much for never thinking about it again!!

So instead I looked through a couple of my electronics magazines that had articles on building a radio After studying those a bit more,  I worked on the radio I was building from parts collected from surplus stores and an electronic parts suppliers in the city.  I loved working on electronic things.  To me they were the most magical things in the world to explore and try to learn about.  When Mom returned, she called out before coming upstairs. 

That evening, I was still waiting for the bomb to explode.  I knew she must have talked to Dad about what she found me doing the day before, but again…. nothing!  Mom and I had already talked a lot those two days.  During one of those talks she told me she suspected I kind of liked girl’s clothes even before she saw me doing it.  “I’ve seen that the catalogues all seem to open to the girls clothing sections easily, like they’ve been opened there a lot.  And with lots of little fingerprints all over the pages, well I think we know whose fingers made them?  Honey, it’s alright….really!  It’s not unusual to be curious about things like that.”  

I told her I imagined doing things around the house … like she did…and doing things I knew were supposed to only be for girls like sewing, and putting on fingernail polish, playing with her lipstick and perfume, and all sorts of things.  I….I just told her I thought it would be wonderful being a girl. When I was done, she knew it all….every shameful bit of it.    Why couldn’t the ground just swallow me up.  Why was I so horribly strange?  Wouldn’t they be better off without some freak like me around?  Another restless night, waiting for whatever was going to happen to me.

The next morning she sat down with me and explained She and Dad had discussed everything I talked to her about.  “Honey, your Father was a bit  upset…but not for the reasons you might think!   He and I both realized how difficult it must be for you to have kept it all to yourself.  We’re sorry you didn’t feel you could talk to one of us…but we do understand.  

She paused and smiled a little.  “Your Father admitted he didn’t know why you would be interested in the things you are, and he certainly didn’t know what he would have done in your place…but he was proud of your courage to try and handle it all yourself ….He’s just worried about you, that’s all, both of us are!  Now…I haven’t been blind. I know you haven’t been sleeping well the last couple of nights but we’re going to figure it all out…ok?  Honey, it’s all out now, and see….the world didn’t end now did it?  I‘ve got to meet with someone this morning who may have some suggestions.  Your Dad and I thought we should ask someone who would know a lot more than we do.  At least, maybe we’ll get some idea where to go to help you?”  

I felt so terrible, and for what must have been the millionth time, apologized for being so much trouble.  Mom reassured me I was the least troublesome child they could ever have imagined and said everything would be ok.   I was somewhat relieved by her comment but still, I couldn’t help but imagine my life was over.  Not only did Mom know, but Dad too, and now some stranger!  I was sure it would soon be plastered all over the newspaper and on Television;  “local boy wears girls clothes!” 

The morning dragged on and on it seemed.  I tried working on my radio, tried reading my magazines, and finally gave up and stared at the television….not even knowing what was on the screen!  When She finally returned home she sat me down and we talked again.   She told me she talked a long time with a ‘Doctor’ and just couldn’t wait for me to talk to her too!  

Her?  

Doctor Samuelson, as it turned out, was a Psychiatrist.  I didn’t really know exactly what that meant, but from the extensive knowledge a 9 year old has…I guessed they thought I was crazy and She would cure me.   I hoped someone would cure me!

At my first meeting with Doctor Samuelson, She started asking questions of course.    There were all sorts of questions, many of which they were the same ones Mom had asked me.  Did I just like wearing girl’s clothes,  how did I feel while dressed, did I know why I liked it….What was it I did like?  But several seemed unrelated;  Would I rather mow the yard, or plant a Rose bush.  If I had to clean a bedroom from top to bottom, or clean out the garage, which would I do?  If I could choose between talking with a group of friends or going shopping for a bike, which would I do?  Did I prefer talking to girls, or boys?  I mean, some of them I sort of figured out why She asked…but mow the yard or plant a Rose bush?  

She did ask one question that was right to the point;   did I think I would rather be a girl instead of a boy?  Now of course I had thought about that very thing for….most of my life!  Well, at least as long as I knew there really was a difference….other than clothes.   I remember telling her I didn’t know.  I only knew what it was like being a boy.  I couldn’t tell if I would like being a girl. I imagined it would be nice?   

She jotted something down, stared out the window for a time and was silent.  At last She smiled and slowly asked me what if somehow I became a girl and found it wasn‘t at all what I imagined.   She told me I might be disappointed that everything I had imagined wasn’t really so wonderful after all.   I told her I hadn’t thought about that.  After a brief moment I looked back at her and asked ... “what if I found it really was wonderful?“   She stood up, patted me on my shoulder and asked me to wait outside while She had a quick chat with Mother.  That quick chat wound up being nearly an hour I think, and I was getting more than a little nervous!

I met with her for three more sessions during that same traumatic week, on one day I met with her twice!  I did start to feel a little more comfortable talking as She delved into my secret world, but I remained cautious and embarrassed by the whole notion.  I mean, on the one hand I was telling her my deepest secret thoughts thinking somehow She could help me become…. Normal!  But at the same time I was afraid once I told her, the whole world would suddenly know and I would have nowhere to hide!

In one of the last sessions during that period, Mom was asked to join us.   The Doctor didn’t ask a lot of questions.  Instead, She talked about what might be troubling me.  “It seems to me David, you have a simple psychological gender disorder.”  So did that mean I was crazy?  She just laughed and sat back in her chair.  “Oh goodness no!”  She said.  “It just means your brain isn’t sure you like being a boy and maybe you would be better off being a girl.”  

A lot of the discussion after that seemed more directed to Mom.  She seemed to be using more complex terms She assumed I wouldn’t grasp and She was looking at Mom during the conversation.  I remember the Doctor saying the whole field of study was quite new and there wasn’t a lot of case history on which to base treatments.  She used terms like ‘gender disphoria’, ‘Transvestism’ and ‘Trans-sexual’ behaviors.  “These are all pretty new terms by the way.  Psychology is only just beginning to take an active role in studying such patients.”  

When she described each, I just knew it applied to me!  I suddenly became frightened a little that indeed there was something very wrong with me with all those things being described and I suddenly burst out; “Isn’t there something you can do to cure me of all those!”

She stopped and looked me straight in the eye.  “Oh David…. You don’t have some disease!  You have nothing to be cured!  I’m afraid you’ve misunderstood.  As Psychologists, we are only beginning to understand…. there’s nothing to cure here!  It’s simply the way your brain is…well wired up?”     A lot of people believe otherwise of course.  They think if we keep shocking you or giving you lots of analysis and such…you would suddenly become what they believe you should be!

She resumed focusing her discussion toward my Mother.  “This is a new field of study and most people don‘t always agree how best to find solutions for something of this nature.   We don‘t have a lot of experience to tell the truth, and what I‘m going to suggest we do next is aimed at figuring out exactly who David should be.   He might just be overly curious about things, or perhaps it’s much more important than that.”

She then sat back in the chair, looked briefly at her watch and suggested we would finish up the next day.  She asked me to wait outside for a few minutes while She talked over one last thing with my Mom.  “And David….I promise this time, it will be just a few minutes ok?  Not like the last time.” and She laughed.

Sure enough, a few minutes later I heard the door start to open and Mom giggling lightly as I heard her telling the Doctor she was going to be happy to help in the process and would have a lot fun.  “And his Father‘s idea couldn’t have worked out at a better time if it comes to that!   Thank you so much.  We’ll see you tomorrow morning then!”

That evening, she and Dad went for a walk, something they didn’t often do unless they had some serious discussions to have and didn’t want me to hear.  Call me silly, but I was once again starting to get concerned!  When they got back, they were smiling and laughing so I guessed everything was ok?  Dad just looked at me for a second and smiled.  “Davey, you know we Love you, always remember that.  You might think we’re…well punishing you for what you like to do.  There will be some big changes ahead for you…and for your Mom and me too!   Please understand we’re all just trying to see where this goes ok?   You…well,  WE …are going to have a great deal of adjustment in our lives.   I know you‘ll do your best and…well don’t worry, we’ll get this all sorted out.”  

Oh man…I knew the bomb would finally drop!  He just told me I was ‘not’ being punished!  SURE!
The next morning Mom and I went once again to Dr. Samuelson’s office.  Inside, She walked to her chair, gently patting my head on the way, and began.    

“Your parents and I have talked about putting you into a ‘test period’ and they have agreed with me that it may be the best way to find out where we go from here.  David, we’ve moved very, very fast here.  Normally I would be talking all this over with someone for months before doing this test, but your Father has indicated we don’t have a long time frame to work with.  This certainly isn’t without some risk,  but….from what you’ve told in all these talks you and I have had, I think your youth helps move more quickly than for an adult…”

I just looked at her for a few moments, not understanding.  She laughed lightly, and went on to explain. 

“You’re probably wondering what I’m talking about!  Well…you remember I said before that maybe your brain is simply more like that of a young girl than a young boy.  But maybe you’re just overly fascinated about girls, their clothes,  and all sorts of feminine things….more like a real curiosity than something you really want?  It’s like…you saw some special toy…or a book for example!  You can’t think of anything else maybe.  Then…you get that thing and….after a few days you play with it or read it, and usually get bored with it pretty quickly.  So…you go back to your other toys, or books, or whatever you want to imagine comparing it to.   It  could wind up being the perfect all around toy, or book, or whatever, and it‘s with you forever..  That may be your desire to look and even be like girls.  Maybe it’s just a curiosity that you would get bored with!  Maybe it’s the perfect fit for what you need.  Does that make sense?”

I nodded my head, I think I understood what she was getting at….

“Ok  then.  The next task for us all is how to find out if being a girl is that special toy or book that lasts, or if it’s just an immense curiosity for you.  A Psychology professor in Canada described, in some of his lectures,  the idea of a test to figure out a very similar question about some people’s desire to become someone different.  For example, someone who always thought they wanted to be a dancer would be given the chance to actually study dance and try performing.  They might discover it wasn’t what they thought it would be.  It wasn’t just glamorous and exciting…It was hard work even if they were good at it!   If they found it wasn’t what they really thought it would be like….they could move on with their other plans and dreams and no harm was done.    In a way, that’s exactly what we want to do with you.  Find out if your desire is more than just….well curiosity!      

To do that you are going to have to be a girl for a while….a ‘test period!’  Your parents will treat you like a girl, you will have to dress like a girl, act like a girl, and face obstacles a girl your age would face.   If  this is simply an overwhelming curiosity about what it would be like to be a girl and nothing more, you’ll get tired of it very quickly I’m sure.   In his lectures, he has suggested such a test period should last long enough to give the person a chance to really understand what they might have to do if they pursued their ….well their dream!  Since you’re so very young,  I think we’ll all know very soon.  Of course if you find it’s exactly what you dreamed it would be….then we’ll all have to try and accommodate that result, maybe with a much longer test period…or…a more permanent change?     

So….from this afternoon on, whenever you are not in school you are no longer going to be allowed to be a boy.  It won’t be easy!  But you have to promise me…and your Parents….you will try your best.  For your part, it’s going to be hard to ’BE’ a girl.  As you told me early on, you don’t know what that’s really like.  Your Mother assured me she’ll push you, and she’ll be hard on you!  So will your Father I’m sure.  They are both taking this very seriously and I want you to as well.  At first I imagine it will seem fun to you but the ’novelty’ will soon wear off and you will begin to understand how different things would be if you were a girl.     Now….I want to see you in a few weeks but I’ll drop by your home and we’ll see how you’re doing there instead of my office ok? ”  

When we got home it was almost noon and Mom said she was going to make us some lunch.  “But before I do that, why don’t you come with me.” I followed her to their bedroom.   

She opened the closet door and a few seconds later and pulled out the dress I had been wearing when she caught me that Monday.  “Honey, this dress is yours.  It’s almost like mine…but it’s your size!”  She chuckled a bit before continuing.  “I’m afraid you were nearly swimming in my clothes honey…. I just hope this fits right. Now….let’s get you dressed!

I reluctantly took off my shirt and pants, and paused, worried this was all some kind of trick?  She laid the dress on her bed and walked back to the closet to retrieve a couple of bags and emptied them onto the bed as well.  “Ok now…. let’s see…. this is Friday so….”   She sorted through several pairs of panties in all sorts of colors.  “Ah…. Friday…. see?”  She held them up for me to see, and right on the rear in bold embroidery, was the word “Friday”.  They were covered with rows of lace and, as I later discovered, were called Rumba Panties.  

“Well…. here you go…put them on.”  

I looked at her and said;  “Mom …. would you mind please?”  She giggled and turned her head away from me.  “I don’t know why I can’t watch you….after  all you are now my little girl.”   I took them from her, stripped off my underwear and put them on.  When they were pulled up, I told her it was ok.  

As I did, I heard her giggle and then felt a quick pat on my behind.  “Yup….Friday!”   I started to feel very awkward.  “Ok now…it’s never too early to start getting used to it…..put out your arms…”    She had a bra?  Before I knew it, she had it over my front, and tugged as she fastened it up in back.  “You are too young now of course, but you’ll have to get used to these before too long and now is as good a time as any.  This is a training bra….slightly padded in the front since….well you know what I mean?  This will get you used to the feel of straps over your shoulders…”  

She looked at me critically, adjusted both straps and tugged all around the band until she seemed satisfied.  Without delay, she grabbed a large bag on her bed, and gently pulled out  a long slip with layers of crisp nylon netting petticoat skirts and slipped it over my head.  I….well for some reason, I felt better?  I mean….standing in front of my own Mom wearing panties and a bra was hard…but at least the slip sort of covered me up?

She took the dress and carefully unbuttoned it in the back, slipped that over my head, and turned me around again to fasten it up.  “You’ll eventually get the hang of these buttons, but for now, I’ll help you.  It is just like my dress,  but this one fits you a lot better than Mine did.  Of course, mine has a zipper in back instead of these buttons but otherwise young lady….we can match! 

She had gotten me some shiny black Mary Jane shoes that….well I thought they were just the best things in the world, and cute white socks with lace around the tops?  So….there I was standing in front of my Mother wearing a dress with layers of petticoat pushing out the skirt, a training bra, really cute black shoes and underwear that was…..mine?  I felt scared!  I felt exhilarated!  I felt….different…

She had me walk a little, and turn slowly around so she could get a good look and check the fit.  After I turned all the way around and faced her again.   She reached into yet another bag and slowly removed a large box.  When she opened it up, she gently removed a brown wig?  She looked at it, arranged it, and carefully put it over my head tugging it all around and teased it a bit with her fingers.  She went to her bathroom and got a brush, sat behind me again and shaped it.  “Oh my!  “You better have a  look at yourself Honey…..”

I walked over to the mirror.  When I saw my reflection ….I looked…..well I looked ok?  No!  I looked better than ok I think….not really pretty, but I didn’t look like a boy at all!  I just stared for the longest time.  Soon, Mom appeared behind me and put her hands gently on my shoulders.  “Honey…..if I didn’t know better…..”  

I remember thinking…that was what I was supposed to look like! 

Together, we walked down the hall, and down the stairs.  “Be careful now, you’re not used to not being able to see your feet….well maybe you are?”  I giggled a little, but paid attention to what I was doing and held the handrail all the way down.  When we reached the bottom, I suddenly realized all the drapes were wide open!  That feeling of being exposed swept quickly over me again and I froze.  Mom stopped halfway to the kitchen and turned to see where I’d gone to.  “Well….are you coming?”  She glanced and saw I was staring at the front window.  “Honey….if anyone  saw you, they would never recognize it was you!   I certainly wouldn’t!  Remember what you saw in the mirror upstairs?  And if anyone does see you, you’re my Niece that is visiting while David is away with relatives for Easter ok?  Now come….we’ve got things to do in here.”

I quickly walked (well…bolted!) to the kitchen, nearly passing her along the way.  “Whoa there young lady….we don’t rush around like that.  A lady walks quietly….and gracefully…..”  When we got to the kitchen, she smiled and continued;  “well most ladies do anyway.  I guess I’ll let you  get away with it this one time.”  

Good grief the kitchen window shade was up, and the curtain over the door window was open!   I froze, wanting to quickly leave the kitchen but remembering I would have to run toward the wide open window by the stairs and….it all seemed so terrible!  “Here is an apron you can use…..come and let me tie it around you honey….”  

I looked away from the windows for a second, and saw her holding out her frilly pink apron.  I remained frozen, trying to make my feet move to her, but not having much luck.   She slowly walked over to me, stretched out the apron around my waist, and turned me around to tie it in back.  “You’ll have to get used to all this …..Please don’t worry though...you have to trust I would never put you in a situation where you would be embarrassed or in jeopardy….never! ”


I mostly watched her as she fixed a sandwich and a couple of cold drinks.  As we went to sat down at the kitchen table, I instinctively went to pull out her chair for her.  “Honey….you’re a girl and a girl doesn’t pull out a chair for a lady….but thank you.   Now you go sit down.”  

As I pulled my chair out, I started to sit and she quickly stopped me.  “Now you’ve seen me sit before….what do you do?”  I stopped and thought.  Well….you sit?  Oh…no….that’s not right.  I stood by the chair, began lowering myself down, and at the same time, with both my hands, guided the back of my skirt over the chair seat and…..”Good girl!”

I felt really strange sitting with Mom, having lunch, wearing a dress…my dress?  But I really liked it?  And I liked when she said;  “Good girl!  Strange I know, because I should have felt….well different than I did?  But she and I just talked.  Mostly I remember she wanted to know how I liked my new clothes.  She was quite curious about that and, looking back now I guess I can understand that!  After lunch, she asked me to clean the table off, and wash the dishes.  “You’ve got to put that apron to some use now don’t you?”  And she giggled.    And remember….Doctor’s orders!

While I cleaned up everything, she sat and just watched and talked to me….quietly but not like she was whispering or anything.  At one point, she suggested I lower my own voice a bit since the kitchen window was open, and “you know who” was within earshot.   Then she whispered; “Snoopiest woman I ever knew honey….a very nice lady, but she certainly seems to want to keep up with everyone’s business.  Anyway, remember, you’re my Niece and anything you talk about should be…well from my Niece’s point of view.  Not David’s!”

When I was finished cleaning up, she asked me to sit at the table with her.  Quietly, she looked at me and said “We can’t keep calling you David now can we?  From now on, your name is Cathy…ok?”  I smiled, nodded my head, and wanted to reach around her neck and hug her so much.  I knew I must be crazy!

The rest of that afternoon, she and I worked together cleaning the house, and starting supper.  She was a lot more…well bossy?  Everything I did seemed to be wrong most of the time.  If I grabbed something  to move it she would tell me to handle it less like a boy.  When I sat, she would always watch to make sure I sat properly?  I never realized how many little things seemed wrong so often!  I just figured she was angry with me, and if I was just a normal boy….  About four o’clock  I think, I asked if I shouldn’t go up and change into my other clothes.  She turned and looked at me and asked “What on earth for?”  I reminded her Dad would be getting home around six, and….

“Honey….your Father knows you’ve been working in that dress all day.  You don’t need to change it and besides….you only have one dress.”  I paused and mentioned I was thinking of my pants.  She just giggled and looked away while she said “Silly child….girls don’t wear pants!  Remember?  I don’t want you even imagining wearing pants in this house young lady!   No Daughter of mine will be dressing  like a little boy!  Now….before your Father comes home, let’s you and I go upstairs for a minute.”

Upstairs, she led me to their bedroom and sat me on her makeup stool.  She opened a jewelry box on her table, picked something out and told me they would have to do for now.  She clipped some earrings on my ears!  A moment later, she maneuvered a necklace around me and, standing behind me, fastened it around me neck.  “A girl need to always look her best and jewelry never hurts.  Now…no pants young lady!  You’re much to pretty for that.”  

As I went to my room, it struck me how ironic things had become.  The desire to wear a dress in private.   And suddenly not being allowed to wear pants!   I do remember wishing all my old clothes would just mysteriously disappear forever, magically vanishing from my closet forever and I began to imagine how wonderful that would be!  But at the same time, I was worried about Mom, and how she seemed so….angry when I was trying so hard.  Of course, she had every right to be upset I guessed.

Suddenly, I was pulled out of my fantasy by the sound of Dad’s voice as he walked in the front door.  I froze…..I heard him put down his briefcase, the sound of the coat closet door closing, and his footsteps heading toward the kitchen.  I just stood….frozen in my bedroom…..”Cathy dear….come on downstairs now….we’ve got the table to set for dinner!”

As I walked to the head of the stairs, I saw him standing at the bottom, looking up at me.  I almost wanted to turn and run as fast as I could.   I gathered all the courage I could, and slowly began coming down the steps just as Mom came over to Dad’s side.  “Well….what do you think?”  She asked.  “Is this really….?”  And he turned toward Mom.  She just smiled and he turned back toward me.    By the time I got to the bottom of the stairs, he was gushing to Mom about how nice I looked?   “Don’t let her here that.  It will go to her head and….well she has a lot to learn about how to behave properly, not just look pretty.”

I remember just standing there, not knowing what to do next.  Mom asked me to walk toward the center of the living room and let Dad have a good look at me.  I turned slowly around and saw him looking at me from my feet to my head.  He finally smiled and turned to Mother.  

“She’s so very pretty isn’t she Dear?”  He walked toward me and when he finally stood right in front of me, got down and put his arms around me.  “I….well you look nice.  Honestly, if I didn’t know who you were…”  I nearly cried but hugged him tightly until he gently moved to get back up.  “Yes….I think she’ll do fine as our Daughter don’t you Mother? ”

Saturday, Dad worked outside in the yard in the morning.  Mother made me take him a cup of coffee and sit with him a while outside.  He smiled when he saw me and came to the patio and sat down to sip his coffee.  I was so scared I remember.  Outside in the back yard, in PLAIN SITE….and so glad when he finished and asked me to take the cup back inside for him.  Later that afternoon, he and I talked in my room.   He sometimes just looked at me, sort of like a curious look more than anything else.  

I asked if he was angry with me like Mom seemed to be.  I apologized to him and told him how I wished none of this had ever happened.  He just smiled and asked me why I thought they were angry!  When I told him how Mom seemed upset at every thing I was trying all day long, he just smiled.  “Cathy….your Mom is doing exactly what she promised your Doctor she would do.  Yes…she seems critical I’m sure!  But angry she isn’t.  believe me!”  

He told me that after I was born, they found that something had happened to Mom and she couldn’t have any more children.  “She and I always assumed we would have a daughter too.  We even had a name already picked out for her;  ‘Catherine….Cathy,’  That’s why your Mother gave you that name.  When I look at you now…I see that Daughter”   He smiled and told me that I was a wonderful Son.  “And from the looks of it...a Daughter that could be just as wonderful.   Even if it’s only for while, your Mother and I are looking forward to seeing what it’s like having a little girl around the house ok?  You must understand I’m still a bit concerned about all this…but after talking with you Doctor, I understand a lot more about what you’ve been having to deal with.  You’re pretty strong for…” and he chuckled with a smile on his face… “ a girl!”

That night, as I was getting ready for bed, Mom came into my bedroom and presented me with a night gown!  It was a pastel pink, really lacy, and I loved it the moment I saw it.  After I put it on, I sat on the edge of my bed and looked at her.  She sat down next to me and quietly spoke.  “Honey, your Dad told me how you felt today.  I’m so sorry….I’m not angry at you for heaven’s sake!  Don’t ever think that ok?  I just want you to…well you have so much to learn and so little time it seems.    What you though was anger was….well like a teacher wanting you to get the answers all right instead of just some of them right.  Understand?”  I actually cried right then, and reached around her and hugged her as tightly as I could.  I still felt so stupid and ashamed.  She gently wiped the tears from my cheeks and had me crawl under the covers.  As she kissed me goodnight, she smiled her nicest smile and gently whispered.  “You’re going to make such a wonderful Daughter Cathy…..you’ll make David proud…”    And for the first time in a while, I slept very soundly!    

The next morning, after I took care of my bathroom details, I hurried to put on my new clothes.  Everything was pretty easy except buttoning up my dress.  I finally had to find Mom and ask for her to help me.   Dad was sitting in the Living Room, reading the Sunday paper so he didn’t see me heading toward the kitchen to find Mom.   I felt really strange again wearing a dress knowing Mom and Dad were going to see me, but still…I liked it very much and besides… the Doctor ordered it?   She fastened the buttons on my dress for me and helped me into my apron again.  Together we got breakfast on the table.

That day was….uncomfortable I guess, at least at first.  Mom and Dad around all day, and me feeling very nervous.   Mother took extra time to correct a lot of my ‘normal’ behaviors and began showing me the proper way for a girl to sit, move, walk, and so on.  Each time I did something I always did before….she would comment on how I acted like a boy and if I kept behaving that way, maybe I should be forced to wear boy’s clothes.   Before I went off to get ready for bed, Dad sat me down and reminded me I would have to behave like a proper young lady and to help Mom out as much as I could.  “Learn as much as you can from your Mother, she’s quite an amazing woman young lady, you couldn’t have a better teacher.  If you’re going to be our daughter, I expect you to be the best you can be and She’ll teach you well if you’ll do what she asks.”  I smiled, hugged him and went off to bed. 

The next morning, I woke early, anxious to get dressed again!  Unfortunately, it was a school day.  Almost grudgingly, I got my school clothes out and got dressed.   All day, I couldn’t wait to get back home and back to….normal!  

That went on through the rest of the school term.  Boy during school hours, and then girl.  On the weekends I was required to spend the entire time as their daughter.    A couple of times, Dr. S. dropped by in the evening to see how I was doing.   Then, finally it was summer break and I wasn’t allowed to be in boy mode at any time.    The moment I got home on Friday afternoon, I shed my boy clothes for the last time….for a while anyway.  At least until Dad and I went on a camping trip with the scouts.  Until then, I was officially in what Dr. S. referred to as the ‘extended test period.’

That first Monday, Mom left for shopping again, and of course I stayed home.  I didn’t have to sneak around and make sure she had gone though.  I didn’t have to worry about keeping track of the time so I didn’t get caught wearing girls clothes!   When she did get home, I had been watching for her and even went out to the garage to help her carry the groceries in.  She opened the back of the car and pointed to several packages.  “Would you please take those up to your room honey….then we’ll put the groceries away.  After that, you and I can go up and get things put away up there ok?”   

In my bedroom,  she started helping me open the packages.  “I got all of these in the same size as your dress you have on now.  We may have to alter some of them a little, but it won’t be much, and besides you need to learn how to do that too!  You can’t be wearing the same dress day after day you know.  A lady just doesn’t do that!  And once we get things situated, those will be placed on the floor in your closet so they don’t stretch out “  as she pointed to a row of beautiful crisp new petticoats she had unwrapped and put on my bed.  “Why don’t you take them out now and put then over in the corner there….”

I looked at all the dresses and skirts, shoes, and under-things than came out of the packages and got placed on my bed.  One dress was especially pretty, like a party dress with shiny fabric and puffy sleeves.  “I didn’t get you a dress for Easter honey…..I hope this makes up for that?”  As I looked at all those gorgeous clothes I instantly became envious….but then I realized they were mine!  “Ok…all unpacked and put away.  Now let’s go have something for lunch ok?”

After lunch, I tried on all my new clothes with her and hung each back up carefully in my closet, shoving my old clothes to the side behind the wall trying to get them out of sight!   After I had modeled everything for her, she smiled at me and said;  “Honey….why don’t we move all your old clothes out of this closet and put them in the spare room for now….I don’t want you tempted into thinking it’s ok to wear pants when I’m not looking.  And if I ever catch you doing something like that….well you just better get them out of here ok?  I don’t want to have to tell your Father that his daughter is a little boy!” and she smiled.    

As we finished, mother commented;  “You really surprised me earlier young lady.”   I asked her why and she replied; “Well, when you came out to help me carry everything into the house!  I didn’t think you would want to be outside yet,  but I’m proud of you.”   And suddenly my mind snapped back and realized that when I had gone to the garage….the garage door was wide open!   I must have turned white because she smiled and looked at me.  “Oh…you didn’t think about it did you….oh dear.  It’s ok sweetheart…..you look just wonderful and see….nothing happened now did it?”   She patted my shoulders and tilted my head up to look at her.  “Ok?”   Finally I recovered, but for hours after-word vowed I would never be that careless again!  I was obviously getting very poor at being cautious!

Each morning, as the ‘test’ continued,  it was just what I imagined it could be!   Mom and I worked together doing what she referred to as ‘Woman’s work.’  Over time, I began to take on more of it by myself and she was overjoyed by it all!   I enjoyed doing housework while having to navigate around my skirt sticking out so much with my petticoats,  I never saw my feet very much.  I’m kind of embarrassed admitting this, but every chance I got, I twirled or ‘accidentally’ caught my skirt, revealing my white crisp petticoats!   It was….more wonderful than I ever  imagined!  The only thing I didn’t care for was the wig.  It was…well just awful somehow.   I mean, I looked ok with it on.  Surely better than with my crew-cut….but it felt strange and was hot, and it wasn’t….well real!

From the very beginning it was odd having Daddy call me ‘Cathy’ or ‘Young Lady’, and even more strange when he would occasionally give me a hug or hold a chair for me when we sat down for dinner.  I liked his attention, and began to think…..well maybe it was ok?  From the beginning of all the test, he only saw me as a girl since, during school he was gone when I got up to get ready for school, and I was already dressed as a girl when he got home at night.  I guess that’s why he never seemed to slip up and call me David?  As summer started, I actually got used to being ‘Cathy’ when Mother or Daddy would call me.  I wished it would have always been like that I guess.

Mother, just as the Doctor had promised, was all business and kept after me all the time for my manners, chores, and reminded me at any slip up that I was a young lady and should act so.   Even going to the bathroom was preceded by a reminder to sit!   I never forgot that anyway but her constant reminders did have an affect on me I think.   A couple of times, Mother even insisted I accompany her to the mailbox, or just for a walk around the block.  Then toward the end of the second week, she took me shopping with her…..and somehow I managed to not be as afraid as I thought I might be.   Life as a girl was be so full of ‘lessons’ and hard work!  But I did love it all, even with the regimen I was under.  It was….well it was like having to work extra hard to learn what I thought life should have been like but that was fine with me!

Friday morning of the third week of the summer, the doorbell rang!  I sort of jumped but Mom reminded me the Doctor would be stopping by and asked me to please answer the door.  I was still a little nervous of course but walked quietly to the door and looked through a side window to make sure it was the Doctor.  When I finally opened it She stood there and just looked at me for a moment.  “Hello…..”   Mother had approached from behind me and before I realized she was there spoke.  “Well Cathy….aren’t you going to invite our guest in?”

She turned to Mother and said it was time discuss results for the test period.   At Mother’s suggestion, we all went into the kitchen.  Mother asked me to serve Doctor Samuelson coffee before we got down to our discussion session and they sat down to chat.  I took great care to make sure I followed all of Mom’s training to serve them both before I sat.  “She is absolutely wonderful I must say!”  The Doctor said.  

After a few minutes of lighter conversation, She began a more serious topic.  “It’s been almost a full three weeks full time now young lady, and several weeks of part time exposure before that…..and what do you think about all of this?  Is it anything like you imagined or  are you disappointed now that you’ve had some experience in housework, cleaning, and so forth.”

I had been hardly disappointed.  If anything, I got even more excited about  getting up in the morning and tackling a new project like cleaning the drapes or vacuuming or…..well anything, even starting to learn to sew with Mom to fit some of my new dresses!!  I told her I was very happy to have had the chance and….was a little sad it would be over soon.  “Oh, I am looking forward to being with Daddy when we go on our camping trip this weekend and all….but….”  

She looked at Mom and back at me and just sat quietly for a time, sipping her coffee.  I remember excusing myself, getting up and bringing the coffee to refill her and Mother’s cup as ….well as the proper thing to do as a hostess?”  As I was pouring each of them more coffee, Mother broke the deafening silence. 

“Doctor Samuelson, I don’t think Cathy wants to come out and say anything because she thinks it would hurt her Father’s or My feelings…or that we might think less of her somehow,  so I’ll say it instead. What I’ve seen during the entire time was quite amazing to me!  She….well She is different!  I mean…She’s been so very happy!  And believe me, I haven’t been easy on her!”  She looked directly at me and quietly smiled.   “I pushed her to the point I was afraid she might cry…I was trying hard to make her see it isn’t all just the pretty clothes and feminine things she seems to enjoy so much!  I wanted her to understand the responsibilities she could be faced with as a woman!   I’ve told her more than once she would never be free to stay out as long as she might as a boy, or go places by herself….She accepted every comment and critique and listened and worked hard to learn!  Through all of that,  She has been so happy.   She…well She’s shown me how nice it is to have a daughter to do things with and…well … I feel like she really is my Daughter!”

Dr. S. looked at me and studied my face a bit then asked me straight out.  “Now forgive me for using your other name but…David….if I were to tell you that you might never be a boy again, what would you say?“   

I glanced at Mother, and then looked at the Doctor.  I thought a few moments very hard about what she just said….and finally answered….I would be very happy.  I went on to explain that I did feel….like I was who I was supposed to be!  I looked down at my skirt and quietly admitted I didn’t want to disappoint anyone, but I felt …normal!  I explained how nice it was even getting to try to be a girl when I wasn’t in school of course, but during the three weeks of summer break when I never had to go back to being a boy….well it was wonderful!

“And when you and your Father go camping….will you be sad about that?”    I told her no, not at all!  “I’ve been looking forward to being out with Daddy for a long time.  I wouldn’t want to give that up.  Do I have to?”  

She laughed and smiled.  “No young lady….you don’t have to give that up this time.  In fact, I think given what’s happening , it’s more important than ever you DO go now!”

Mother asked to go up to my room and start getting ready to return to….being a boy again.  “I think for now, why don’t you just leave all your clothes where they are.  You can go to the spare room closet for your old clothes now….it will be ok.  And just hang your dress in the closet with your other dresses and remember…put things away properly young lady…ok?” 

I stood up, asked to be excused and slowly turned and walked up to my room.  I was actually torn between the excitement of getting to go on a weekend campout with my friends and Dad and the sadness of realizing I wouldn’t be wearing those clothes any more.  It had been wonderful and I remember how lucky I felt I had been to have been able to try it.  But at that moment I just regretted the idea of no longer being….a girl.

That  weekend, Dad and I took off on camping trip with the cub scout pack I belonged to.  It took my mind off things a little, but boy it was hard to remember to not sit like a girl, or act like one.  I was very happy spending time with Dad and my friends.  We had fun but…it seemed like such a different world by then.  Like something was terribly wrong?  I don’t know how to explain it really, but it was like I was… pretending to be a boy! 

On the first night of the camping  trip when all of us were sitting around a huge fire and making ’s-mores’ Dad said he had an announcement to make and everyone gathered around closer, expecting some sort of a talk on what we were going to be doing the next day I guess…at least that’s what I was thinking.  

He looked around at everyone and slowly said;  “I’ve been transferred and….with the approval of my company,” and then he chuckled a bit, “and his Mother of course…David and I are going to Japan for a couple of years!”   

That was…a shock!  And my first thought was….where is Japan?    How long?  Really?  

He went on to explain that while he and I were in Japan, Mom would be selling our house and moving our home to the West Coast where his company was establishing  a new office.  “I’m afraid this will  be our last trip with all of you.”  He went on to recall all the friends we had found there…..and thanked everyone for the chance to have one last fun time together and for being so kind to all of us.  “I know I speak for David too when I say how great you all have been…we’ll both miss everyone so much.”

Needless to say, I was the center of attention for all my Scout buddies after that!  Of course I couldn’t tell them anything because I didn’t know anything more than what they heard from Dad, but boy did we all talk about what was going to happen!  Wow, you could have knocked me over with a feather!  But the knowledge I might never see any of these guys again was….well sad!

When we got back home, Dad, Mother, and I began to prepare for the trip to Japan.  The company he worked for was sending him there to bring a new factory on line.  At the end of the time in Japan, Dad’s office would be in Portland Oregon to manage a facility that would be supplied parts from the factory in Japan.  It all seemed a bit confusing to me and until then, I hadn’t thought about the fact our house would be sold, and we would come back from Japan to a new home in Portland?   Everyone I ever knew would be….gone!  Well…I would be gone from everyone I ever knew?  Where exactly is Portland?

The final days before leaving were very hectic.  Instead of looking ahead to 4th of July celebrations,  I was packing all my clothes from the spare room closet to take along on the trip.   I did linger in my bedroom to look at all the beautiful dresses and skirts and petticoats that were in my closet, I just couldn’t…..I guess Mom would take care of doing something with them.    Everything else I owned was packed in those suitcases and trunks except one shirt and a pair of pants to hold me until we left.   Mother and Dad also had a party at our house for me to invite all my friends to say goodbye.  It was kind of fun, and at the same time kind of sad!  I wouldn’t be seeing anyone I knew for a long time…maybe never!  

The night before we were to leave, we loaded everything into our station wagon (the typical mode of transportation in the 50’s) before getting ready to go to bed.  Dad asked me to sit with them at the dinette in the kitchen.  “Honey….it’s late we know, but it’s time to tell you what’s really going to happen tomorrow.  We have a surprise and…well a pretty big change in plans for you!”  They then explained an idea they and Dr. S. had come up with.  

 “Nobody could have imagined any of this several months ago.  Back then, I didn’t know we were going to be moving to the West Coast.  We didn’t know….you were really our Daughter.  And then when we did know how you felt, we didn’t know what to do about it all.  But suddenly…because this all happened, you can…. Well you can start life….as our Daughter, Cathy!   It’s a way to become our little Girl without anyone realizing you were ever…our Son. ”    

Looking back now, it was brilliant!  Everybody knew I was going to be gone….never to return to our house there!  I could stay with Mother and we would move to Portland as Mother and Daughter!  They duped everyone!  

Dad continued;  “Doctor Samuelson, your Mother, and I realize you  are happier being a girl.”  He quietly laughed  little and said; “Frankly, you were a lot nicer to be around most of the time too….not quite as…well detached or surly maybe?  You were actually….happy!”  and he chuckled lightly.  “You are a wonderful young man David , but you’re not happy as a young man….”  Then Mother went on;  “The problem was how to let you be our ‘daughter’ without a lot of prying eyes and, all to often, narrow minded souls who could cause no end of trouble for you….and for your Father and Me for that matter…even though your Doctor has recommended this as well!   

Everyone around here knows David won’t be here…and they will never will expect to see him!   So…if someone David knows did see a young girl here….they won’t guess it’s him and….well, I’ve already started telling everyone my Niece would be staying with me to keep me company since David is gone….so you see?”

Dad continued.  “You also have to realize…you‘ll have a lot of changes to deal with,  and it won‘t be easy!  At least not as easy as your test period was.  This will be….well for a very long time…maybe forever!  And you’re going to have to work hard to look, act and be seen as a girl, not a boy…not for a couple of weeks hidden away in the house.    You’ll have to be good enough to make everyone think you really are a girl and you’ll have to believe yourself that you are!  You can‘t turn back once it starts….you‘ll have to see it through….But remember, we‘ll help you as much as we can. Now it’s really up to you….do you want to be our Daughter instead of our Son?”

I saw from the look in Dad’s and Mother’s faces this was serious.  I thought about what he had said, and tried to think through all he said.  I wasn’t sure about fooling my friends….I couldn’t imagine they wouldn’t recognize me after all.  But….we would be moving so what would it matter?  I could stand being made fun of for a short time anyway!   What if I no longer wanted to be a girl?  Would I get tired of it?  What if all the beautiful clothes just became….clothes?  I didn’t hesitate though….I nodded my head yes!

He smiled and took my hand.  “Your Mother will need a lot of help and understanding from our new daughter and I expect you to do your very best young lady.”  And just like that, Dad was suddenly…Daddy again.  I hugged him as tightly as I could, bawling like a miserable little baby again!  I apologized for being so disappointing and selfish…..and even told him I would be proud to go with him and he would be proud of me!  He gently pushed me back a bit and smiled.  I saw a tear in his eye as he looked me straight in my eyes.  “No honey….you  may want to go with me and….believe me that means the world to me.  But I know you  need to stay.  I love you so much!   Besides, I always wanted a Daughter and…now I’ve got one who is just as wonderful as our Son was!  I don’t have to worry how she’ll turn out!” and he smiled.  

The next morning I was exhausted!  I hadn’t slept much with all the anxiety over what had happened.  As we pulled away, I saw a couple of my buddies on the corner and they waved as we drove by.  That really got me worrying…I mean, how could I possible pull off being a girl here….with them always hanging out at the corner!  How could Dad even stand to look at me?  Why couldn’t I have just been born normal?  I would have been going to Japan!  But….Me…becoming a girl? Everyone I knew would know it was me.  What a stupid idea!   I was going to get killed!  

At the airport, I remember carrying one of  Dad’s suitcases, following them both to the gate.  I vividly remember the long sad goodbye…and only Mom and I returning to the car.  I stared out the window for a while as Mother drove from the airport.    She was explaining more of the plans they had made.  Unfortunately, I hadn’t paid any attention to what she just said.   Soon though, we pulled into a driveway of a house close to downtown in So-Ho.   When we got out, She opened up the back of the station wagon and handed me a small suitcase.  I carried it as we walked up to the front door where we were greeted by an older lady who smiled and asked Mother’s name.    She then smiled broadly at me and walked slowly around me.  

Mother and she talked a little and then we were shown upstairs to a room with two beds and a bathroom.   I was asked to leave the suitcase there and follow them.  Back downstairs we went in a room that sort of  looked like the ladies hair salon I had seen a few times I went with Mother when she was having her hair done.  The lady introduced herself to me and asked me to have a seat while she and Mother discussed some things.  A few minutes later, they came back and mother smiled at me, gave me a hug and told me to behave and do exactly what I was told.   The lady told me to call her Tess.  Mother was going to be leaving for the afternoon to do some shopping.  She would be back later that afternoon and would spend the night with me here.  “We can’t have you showing up at our house and being seen by any of our neighbors or your friends until you’re ready now can we?  In several days when my Niece shows up….well that will be fine.”  And she smiled as she brushed the top of my head with her hand and left.

Tess then explained what we were about to undertake.  My hair was  cut in a crew cut style, popular at the time.  That, apparently, was about to change drastically.   Having only known the behavior of a young boy except the two weeks I was in my ‘test period’, I was going to get an intensive course in behaving more like a girl?   “First things first though….it’s going to take a while to stretch your hair out to the length we need it don’t you think?”  

I must have looked immediately panicked because she started to chuckle.  “I’m kidding!” she laughed.  “But come with me….I think you may find this interesting?”  She showed me a science-fiction looking machine.  It looked like a microscope with a control panel and some probe looking things sticking out the front.  She then grabbed what looked like hair and held it out for me to take.  “Pretty soon, this will be your hair!”  I just looked at her, my mouth wide open.  

She took one of the hair strands and attached it to one of the probe things.  Using the controls, she peered through the microscope and maneuvered the hair under it.  “Here….take a look and see what you can see.”  I did, and it looked like a hollow tube attached to a long round bar of some kind….sort of ?  I told her what I saw and she explained the ‘tube’ was actually a connector mounted on a human hair. “That round bar you see?  That’s the hair!”  The ‘tube’ will be slipped over one of your own hairs and ‘glued’ in place.  The glue was a special kind of glue that hardened quickly using an ultraviolet type of light.  Later, when my hair was washed, those little tubes would dissolve leaving only the glue joint between the hairs.  She said it would last 6  to 9 months.  “Of course, in that time your own hair will only grow out  about 4 to 7 inches so might have to be done again.”  She sighed and looked at me as she said; “for that, I’m sorry.  This is a long process so the fact you’ll have to do it more than once is…..well that’s the price for being pretty?”  

Mother was almost as fascinated as I was about the whole process.  When the tour was done however, she had to leave and reminded me to be a good girl and do what I was asked to do.

That afternoon, I sat as quietly as I could while Tess painstakingly attached hair after hair.  I guess I felt very self conscious!  I mean, Mother had told me in front of this nice lady to be a ‘good girl’ and She surely knew I was a boy!  As she was working she explained that actually it was very quick with my short hair because she could easily maneuver a single probe instead of having to maneuver two which would be the case when my hair was longer.  It made sense, but still seemed it would take forever.  By the end of the day, the process was only less than half done.  

You have to understand, in 1956 this was an unheard of process.  I didn’t know better of course.  During that period of time, there were all kinds of  ‘miracle’ technologies that were at once fascinating, and absolutely unbelievable.  So, the thought this was something special didn’t occur to me!  Looking back now, I haven’t ever heard of it again so it must have been some experiment that didn’t make it into commercial use I guess.

She and I talked a lot.  She must have been quite a lady to undertake such a process with someone as young and impatient as a 9 year old, and especially a 9 year old boy!  But I was fascinated with the machine and what she was doing and she was most pleased to discuss it with me.   It turned out, she actually helped make the machine and worked with a company somewhere overseas to get the hair strands made for her.   She told me all about how she got the idea, and endless details on actually getting the right glues and tubes…..to tell the truth, I got lost in what she was explaining but did understand she had been running a series of tests on other people who had either lost hair to an accident, or for some other reason.  It was only pure luck my Doctor knew of  her ‘invention’ and so she was doing final testing on me.  

I asked her if she thought I was….well weird?  She just laughed a bit before she answered.  “Honey….we’re all a little weird!   But I don’t think you wanting to be a girl is all that unusual.  I have to let you in  on a secret.  I actually thought about becoming a psychiatrist!  Even took some classes a few years back!  But….I got involved with this machine instead.  Actually, the reason your Doctor referred you folks to me is because I took classes  from her some years back, and we actually hit it off pretty well…became sort of friends!  She knew I was working on this process for hair extensions and…well when she called me asking if I had any ideas about making a crew cut into a girls full head of hair…I volunteered you for one of my mad science experiments!”  and she laughed.  

So That’s how we wound up there! 

I began to wonder how I could possibly pull any of this off.  When I confided that fear to Tess, she just laughed and said not to worry.  “Honey….when I get this last batch in place, we’re going to call it quits for the day.    I’ll put a cap over your hair to protect it…and to keep you from peeking!  Then you can clean up a little in your bedroom while I fix us something for supper.  Your Mother should be back any minute and we can all sit around and have a nice chat ok?  And believe me, you‘ll be fine when I get finished with all we have planned for you here.  You’ll believe you’re a girl yourself!”  and she laughed!    Talking with her about it made me begin to finally realize this was really going to happen!  I was going to have to figure out how to really be a girl!

When she was finished, she motioned for me to go upstairs to clean up a bit before Mother returned and we had something to eat.  When I got there, I actually looked at the suitcase.   I guess I was pretty spaced out when we arrived earlier and just didn’t really notice.  The case was new and….. pink?  I opened I, relieved to find my toothbrush and other things like soap and stuff.  

After I cleaned up, and brushed my teeth, I saw my reflection in the mirror.  I wanted to take off the cap and see what was going on but I just looked, wondering.   As I stood looking, I heard a knock on the door.  When I turned around I was really happy to see Mother!

“Oh dear…I can’t see anything!  Oh well….come here sweetheart.”  She sat on my bed, and patted beside her that I should sit next to her.  

“Honey, your father and I have done a lot of research the past few weeks.  And…with a lot of  help from your Doctor, we’ve been very lucky in arranging all of this with Tess.    From here on the lessons on how to act and behave like a proper young lady are going to really get intense, and believe me you still have a lot of catching up to do.  I knew from the day I surprised you when you were trying on my clothes….well you looked so happy then.”  and she giggled a little.  “Well, up until you saw I was there of course.  Anyway,  as our son, or our daughter, your father and I are proud of you, and want you to be happy.  If that means you’re happier being our daughter instead of our son….well then you will be our daughter.  But you’re going to have to work very hard.  

I think by now you know…it isn‘t just wearing pretty clothes and all the things I think you imagined as fun.  Looking like a girl when Tess is done will be the easy part…..starting to believe in your own mind that you are a girl will be hard.”   It’s not going to be easy for you.  Do you think you can do this?”

She looked me in the eyes,  a serious look in her face.  I thought about what she had just said for some time before I answered.   I remember telling her I felt ashamed I wasn’t happy before, and I felt so terribly selfish…but ….I really did want to.  I would do everything I could to make her and dad  proud of me yet!  She smiled and told me to get over being ashamed.  “You didn’t choose this.”  and she paused, then smiled a little.     “I  always wanted a daughter….and if he hasn’t already told you, so did your father.   It looks like we get to have one now.” 

Tess had made a wonderful supper for us and we all sat at a small table in her kitchen and talked.   Mother told Tess all the history while I mostly blushed and wanted to crawl under the table.  But, she took it all in stride I guess and seemed to sympathize with me.  I’ll always remember her as such a nice lady.  

As we sat relaxing at the table,  Mother told Tess that ‘David’ had gone with his Dad to Japan.  We were moving since the company was transferring him to Portland.    Now…I never did really understand at that time what the company was, or did, but it seemed Dad really enjoyed his work, and Mother told Tess it certainly seemed to pay the bills.  I later figured out that meant he was paid pretty well, but at age 9, how was I to know?  Mother explained that with us moving to Portland everyone would just automatically accept the fact I was their daughter.   “In the meantime, since David is gone to Japan with his father, my niece Katherine here will be coming to stay with me and help get ready to move, sell the house, and finally go with me on a cross country trip to our new home.”   When she said that she just looked at me and smiled.  “Cathy…you have a lot to do and learn before then!”  I just smiled, the reality of what was happening sinking in further and further.

That night, Mother stayed in the room next to me.  The next day, Tess continued working her magic with that amazing machine.  Mother left for quite a while, then returned with several bags in tow.  Finally, about mid-afternoon of the third day, Tess announced it was done.  “Well, the extensions are done, now we get the fun part of giving you a nice style and fixing you all up…..this will be the really great part!”

Mother and Tess had already decided on a hair style for me.  When I asked about it, they just smiled and looked at each other before turning to me.  “You’ll just have to wait and see.  Besides, when you’re older you can choose your own hair style….but until then young lady, it’s my choice!”

So after attaching all those extensions, Tess washed my hair and began cutting it all off again.  Well, not all of it of course, but it seemed like it from what I saw falling on the floor.  After the ‘cut’ she applied some kind of liquid to it and had me set for about 20 minutes before she washed that out.   She walked me over to that machine again and had me set as she inspected a few of the hairs with the microscope. 

“Wonderful….it looks like the tubes did what they were supposed to do….they vanished!”  Suddenly I felt a sharp twinge of pain and flinched.  “Oh sorry honey….looks like the glue set well.  That hair came out from the roots!”  She and Mother laughed as Tess apologized again for startling me.

We went back to her styling chair and she continued working on my hair, rolling part of it, applying yet another liquid which she explained would make the style more permanent, and on and on.  During the process, she brought over something that looked like a kind of a gun?  She put it up to my ear and there was a quick popping sound and brief pain.  In a minute, she did the same to the other side.  “Not many young girls your age lucky enough to have pierced ears….later I’ll show you how to keep them from getting infected until they are all healed up.”

Finally, I was fitted with a dryer hood, and given a magazine to read while my hair dried.  I had never thought about it I guess, but you know….it gets pretty warm under one of those things.  

Tess worked more on my hair until she declared it finished.  “Before you get up now, let’s clean up these eyebrows.  You’re young so there won’t be much but….lean back now….this will smart just a bit. “  So…for the next few minutes I discovered the horror of having my eyebrows plucked!  I was beginning to figure out not everything about being a girl is so wonderful!

She held a picture in front of me and I looked at it.  “So…what do you think?” Tess asked.  The picture was the face of a young girl and was kind of cute.  I liked her hair.  I started to turn my head toward Tess and suddenly noticed the girls head in the picture moved too?  It was something I can’t describe but at that moment, I was looking in a mirror!  I turned straight forward again and just stared at her…..at me?

“Honey….what do you think?”  Mother asked quietly.  I hate to admit it, but tears started to run across my cheek.  I was  shocked by the reflection.  Surely that wasn’t really me!  But….it was?  I turned toward Mother.  I think I cried out something like thank you but I don’t remember…..I was just so dumbfounded!  I turned back and looked again at my reflection in the mirror and just stared.  

Then I looked at Tess….then Mother….then back at the mirror.  “Come on now sweetheart…..such a pretty girl and here she is wearing pants?”

Oh…..?

As we walked up and into the bedroom I was staying in, I saw the beautiful white full slip with layers of white crinoline skirts, and my dress…like the one Mother had found me wearing on that day that started all this and…..“Ok…you take off all your clothes now and let’s get you dressed properly young lady.”  

Less than 10 minutes later, I was  wearing my dress again.   And I won’t make light of it…..I loved it so….and I was frightened beyond belief!  Mother took my old clothes and asked me to follow her back downstairs.  In the kitchen area she asked Tess where she could put them so they would never come back.  Tess just laughed and walked over to a little door thing on one wall and pulled it open.  Mother turned to me and held the clothes out.  “I think you should to do this don’t you?”  

I slowly walked to her, took my old jeans and shirt and underpants and socks and shoes and, after hesitating a moment……tossed them in the hole.  Tess closed it again and looked at me.  “Well….that’s it then.  That’s the garbage shoot.  No getting them back now young lady.“  I looked at the door.  I looked at Tess….then at Mother.  “Cathy…. your old clothes are gone.  If you had any doubts before, you shouldn‘t any longer.”   

Over the next week, Mother and Tess provided a crash course on behaving as a young girl should.  There was considerable attention to keeping my skirts in mind so as not to ‘display’ too much to casual observers.  It almost took some of the pleasure of wearing a skirt away….well not really.  At night, I had to get accustomed to not wearing pajamas!  The nightgowns were so shiny and slick and….well wonderful to me that I had difficulty letting myself just drift off to sleep.  Over time of course, I got used to the feeling and soon was relaxed and comfortable with the newness.  

I had several sets of panties with all the days of the week embroidered on them.  I actually wondered why, but got no answers from either of my ‘teachers’ at the time.   Later, I did take some pleasure in occasionally putting on the wrong day….sort of a mini rebellion of being trained to be a good girl?   I took pleasure in knowing I had sort of gotten away with something until one day when I hadn’t paid the proper attention to my skirt and heard my mother behind me asking just exactly why I thought it was Sunday!  Oops!

One afternoon they broke the new;  We were all going out?  I remember thinking out loud they must be kidding!  After a few minutes, Mother led me to a full length mirror in the front of Tess’s store and stood me in front of it.  “Now….what do you see in that mirror?”  She asked seriously.    I looked….and looked.  What I saw was me, wearing girls clothes!  Well….not really me but….

“What I see is a frightened little girl….but a girl none-the-less!  Look very closely now….”  My mind said it was me…wearing a dress.  My eyes saw a  girl?  But….it was me after all….I was so confused about what I was doing!   Over the next hour or so though, Mother made it clear I wasn’t getting out of leaving the privacy and safety of the confines I had been in… and so I asked her to help me pick out and  change into a different dress, Tess fixed my hair just right, and Mother took my hand as we walked slowly out the door.  Even though I had slowly become more confident over the past week while inside, going out into the world was….frightening!

I’ll always remember feeling ….so exposed!  We walked to the car and Mother let my hand go so she could get her keys out.  I  suddenly felt a bit nervous standing alone as she unlocked her door and got in.  She reached over to unlock the passenger door and I quickly opened the door and started to get in.  Mother stopped me, reminding me it would be appropriate for me to sit in the back and let Tess take the front seat.  I stopped, turned around and moved out of the door opening to offer the seat to Tess.  I was so nervous!  But Tess, sensing my concern leaned in, reached around and unlocked the back passenger side door.  “Thank you dear, but I think I’d rather sit in back if you don’t mind?”  As she slowly slid into the car my manners sort of took over and I actually closed her door for her.  What was I thinking!  I was now ALONE, in front of everyone!  Wearing a dress!   I quickly moved to get myself in the car without thinking what they had been teaching me only that day!  Somehow I managed to stop myself, gathered my thoughts,  turned slightly and sat on the seat. Keeping my knees together I swiveled myself in and quickly yanked the door closed!  The exposed feeling was certainly magnified being outside like I was, and I clearly understood the ’skirt training’ lessons with a much greater appreciation!  Whew!   Mother just smiled .

Feeling a little more safe in the car, I tried to relax while Mother drove us to a nice restaurant.  Getting back out of the car was even more nerve wracking, but I managed.  As we began to walk, Mother once again took my hand and reassured me I looked wonderful and to relax.  Oh sure….easy for her!   What if SHE had to wear a dress in public!…..oh….   But, as we walked along the sidewalk, we passed several people and…..nobody seemed to stare at me?  I even began to feel sort of….confident!  Finally we approached the door of the Restaurant Mother had decided on.  A man standing outside quickly opened the door and we all walked in.  As we passed through, I heard him distinctly say “Have a wonderful evening ladies.”    Wow!

After we were seated, and drinks were ordered (well….a Coke for me), Mother suggested she and I go wash our hands.  And so….off to the ladies room?  Oh my goodness….is there no end?  While we were in there, she suggested I might be wise to do something else ….just to get used to it and reminded me quietly to sit.   All I could think at that instant was….MOTHER!  But I have to admit I might have forgotten under the circumstances of my nervous state?  How embarrassing!  

Once again, as we exited the ladies room, I felt a bit of fear walking out in view of everyone!  But….again no one seemed to pay any attention.  Wow!  Again!   By the end of our dinner, I often glanced around to see who was looking at me and snickering but….I was almost sure someone would but…..no one was staring at me?

Walking back to the car was a little less scary I think.  I even shocked myself a little when, walking past an angled window I saw my reflection and was about to look behind me to get a better look at that girl and her beautiful dress and maybe even get a glimpse of a petticoat.  Then it occurred to me that I was the girl….and….it was my dress!  I actually stopped and slightly raised my skirt in front….just to see my own petticoat!  It was….wonderful!   
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The outings became more frequent over the next few days, and especially during the daylight hours!   Each of the lessons were aimed at changing a lot of my previous behaviors in favor of new ones.  My own confidence was improving.  What I found most interesting was that after even that short a time, the clothes all started to feel…not unusual?  Perhaps I was getting used to them, but it was still all very special to me!   At the same time, I didn’t feel so…out of place appearing in public.   My movements were getting more girlish and I began to feel more and more free to be that way!   For the first time…I wasn’t having to hide anything!        

But then…my stay with Tess was over.  I had grown very close to her in those few weeks….but what a filled few weeks it was!  She had taken me from a boy who liked to play dress-up with his mother’s clothes to a young lady….at least in appearance and behavior.  It really was a sad day when I had to say goodbye to her.  She was…well sort of a second mother I guess.  The photo above is one Tess had taken just before we left.  She sent me a copy much later, after we were situated in Portland.

As we drove away, Mother told me there were several suitcases in the back of the car filled with more new clothes for me.  “It will reinforce the illusion I have picked you up from your trip see?  I thought it was pretty smart  myself young lady….”  And she smiled.

On the way home that day, I remember having mixed emotions.  That old fear had slowly crept back into my brain.  What if someone recognized me?  What if everyone figured out who I really was?  And as we pulled into our driveway my biggest fear was standing right there by the mailboxes… Mrs. Adams!    Mother just reminded me I was her Niece and a very well behaved young lady.  “Don’t worry, and you’re too pretty to be wrinkling your brow like that…”  And she smiled at me.

As Mother got out of the car, I slowly opened my door.  Recalling all my recent lessons, I got out as gracefully as I could and inched out….slowly closing the car door behind me.  As I turned toward the back of the car, Mrs. Adams was standing there….looking me over with her infamous eagle eyes…..oh no….But Mother had worked her way to the back and opened up the rear door to get several suitcases out.  She turned and cheerfully greeted Mrs. Adams and turned to introduce me.  

“Well….so this pretty young lady is going to be staying with you?”  She had that….smile….on her face and I was just waiting.  Suddenly she held out her hand and introduced herself.  Nervously I took her hand and, as I had sort of remembered, greeted her and introduced myself as Catherine…Aunt Margy’s Niece.

She just stared for a second, then quickly moved her hand to my hair and felt it.   I thought for sure she was onto the disguise but she just commented on what lovely hair I had, and how much it looked like Mother’s hair.   Why I didn’t just scream and run, I’ll never know to this day!

What seemed like hours passed, and finally we unloaded all of the suitcases and made our way to the front door.  “You were just wonderful young lady….just wonderful!”  Mother seemed to be almost giddy?  Inside, I sat down the two suitcases I carried and nearly cried with relief!   Mother rushed over and gave me a hug and pat on the back, insisting everything was fine.  “You really are a lovely little girl you know….”

Alone at last, we took my suitcases to my bedroom and laid them on the bed.  I opened each one up to find even more wonderful new clothes!  Mother bought a great deal more for me.   Even a Poodle Skirt!  As I pulled each dress and skirt out, I almost giggled….these were mine?  

Much later, everything was carefully hung and arranged in the closet.  Likewise, my dresser was now filled with delightfully decorated panties, slips, and a few training bras.  It was….well almost unreal really.  It was all so new, and so wonderful!  No more hiding, worrying, waiting to catch a few moments of freedom in a dress or skirt.   The sudden reality struck me….there was not one single item of my ‘boy’ clothes anywhere!  I truly had nothing to wear but girl’s clothing!  Could it all be real?  I asked Mother what happened to my old clothes!  

“Honey, you packed everything up remember?  While you were staying with Tess, they….well they’re just gone.  I guessed you wouldn’t be upset …and as I said before, no Daughter of mine will be parading around in boy’s clothes!”  She looked at me and smiled.  “Was it alright to have gotten rid of everything for you?”  

I smiled, hugged her and told her it was wonderful!

That evening as we were preparing supper, Mother told me our tasks for the next couple of weeks.  Lots of packing and cleaning to get ready to sell our house and move.  “And of course all along the way I’ll be schooling you on…well being my niece, and eventually of course my daughter.  You have a lot more to learn….like how to do your hair now!  I’ll ask you to forgive me in advance because you’ll likely get very tired of me constantly harping at you for the little slip-ups I’m sure will happen along the way?  I’ll try really hard to not nag you too badly but I hope you know I’m doing it for all the right reasons honey.”

And so it went.  Over the next two weeks we cleared out places I never knew existed in our house.  Mother had me packing things away in boxes being careful to wrap fragile items while she directed my movements, actions, and even the way I phrased things.  At first, I thought it helpful and was most grateful but after a bit…well let’s just say it started to make me doubt the whole notion that this was what it was really like being a girl?  At the end of the first week however, she noticed my mood and we had a long talk.  It all ended well and in the end, I was more grateful than ever.  She pointed out a couple of things that had happened that first week and why she corrected me, and to think back and see if I understood.  She even acted out a couple of things I had done…like sitting down, legs sprawled out, and just sort of reverting to boy like behavior.  I must say, seeing her do it made me smile…then laugh out loud.  When that little talk came to an end, we stopped working for the day and went out for dinner.  She even helped me with my hair before we got dressed!  

One day as I was putting things upstairs in a box, Mother called to let me know ‘they’ were coming up.  As she walked into the room I was working in, I looked and….oh my stars!  My two best friends!  “Cathy, this is Ben, and Carl….they were friends of your Cousin David.  I’ve asked them if they would be willing to help us take some of these heavy boxes downstairs!  Boys….this is my Niece Cathy.”  I just looked at them for what seemed forever.  Ben looked at me and said hi…..then Carl did the same.  I tried to smile….and I guess I must have because I saw Ben suddenly drop his eyes to the ground and motion for Carl to grab something and start hauling it down.   Mother just smiled at me!   

They mostly talked to Mother, yammering away about how lucky David was…getting to live in Japan and all the neat things I would get to do there!  Once in a while, Carl would look at me and then quickly glance away when he saw me notice his stare.  At one point Carl asked Mother if she thought David would be able to bring back a Samurai Sword!  I remember she just laughed and said she doubted his Father would approve.

When they finally finished, Mother offered to have me make them something to drink.  I think I could have committed murder right then!  But they thanked her and said they had to leave to go to a game in the park.  I was never so grateful for a baseball game in my life!  

Did they really think I was…a girl?

Mother was smiling at me.  “See?  Your best friends didn’t even recognize you now did they?  Honey, you were very calm and brave then….I’m very proud of you.  And I’m sorry I sprang that on you, but I didn’t want you worrying in advance.  Are you ok?”  

I thought back a bit, knew she was right….they didn’t seem to have any idea I was their best friend David!    My best friends…thought I was a girl!  I smiled and ran to give her a big hug.  I finally felt…I felt like it was all going to be great!

At last everything was packed and the house was starting to look like a sort of warehouse?  Boxes everywhere, furniture covered, and almost nothing was usable!  “Well Cathy….I think you’re ready to take on another big decision.“  I asked what that was and she had me set down once again with a cold glass of soda.  

“Honey….before we actually move you do have one more chance to change your mind.  Once we get to Portland and get settled into our new home, there won’t be any turning back!  You’ll be introduced as our daughter, your Father’s company will have you listed in their records as our daughter, and it would be very difficult to explain how ‘she’ disappeared and David suddenly appeared.  So….you’ve been through a difficult couple of weeks getting ready to move, and even more before then.  I can assure you the hardest isn’t over…but I’ve tried to treat you as my niece and as a girl.  By now I think you’ve seen it’s not all just the fun you’ve had wearing pretty clothes.  So I have to ask you….do you want to go back to being Davey, or are we moving as Mother and Daughter to Portland?”  

Was I just so enthralled with the dresses and skirts and wonderful clothes that I didn’t understand living a girls life and wanted to go back to being my boy self, sneaking some private moments to dress as I wanted?  No…that wasn’t it.  I liked the clothes…there was no doubt about that.  And now I could do it all the time!  No sneaking, no hiding.  And I didn’t have to think about sports and competing stuff like that….But more than that, I liked helping out Mother, doing things with her she wouldn’t have done before.  Teaching me how to behave in a more lady-like manner, brushing my hair, and….well just everything.   So now I had the choice…..once more…

I smiled, looked down at my lap, then back at Mothers face.  Trying to lighten things up a little bit I remember telling her I didn’t have a thing to wear as David…..She looked me square in the eyes and admitted to me,  several of the boxes in the garage were my old clothes…just in case.  I asked her if she would get used to having a daughter because that’s what I believed she was getting stuck with….if she didn’t mind?  “And by the way….you lied about my old clothes?”

She took my hand and walked through the kitchen and into the garage.  “Ok then, let’s get back to work  just one more little chore before we get ready to go out.”  She pulled out three boxes from behind a stack of others and asked me to help her load them into the car which was already filled with lots of other things to get rid of.   “We’ll drop these boxes off at the Goodwill store on the way to getting something to eat tonight.  There isn’t any way we can cook anything here from now on Cathy…..Now let’s get cleaned up a little and go out ok?”  

After dropping off the boxes she looked me in the eyes again while we sat in the car and said; “Those last three boxes we loaded?  Those boxes were truly all that remained of your old clothes young lady…..cross my heart!“  She had a smile on her face and as she turned to face forward in the car as she laughed;  “Now YOU”RE stuck!”  And she smiled.  Probably a good thing though, Carl told me you looked a little like David, but you sure were a lot prettier than him!   Honey… I was so proud of you today!  You were wonderful!”  I must have blushed terribly because she just giggled.  “I feel like a steak tonight…..how about you?”  

The next week was a blur.  Movers came and loaded everything but the clothes and personal items we would be taking with us on our trip to Portland.   I was slightly apprehensive of course.  After all, I had been a ‘girl’ for only a few weeks at that point.  I was getting used to wearing dresses all the time but was still nervous whenever we left what I felt was the safety of our home and….we were about to venture away for good!  I didn’t venture outside without Mother.  Somehow I felt that should anyone realize I wasn’t really a girl, she might be able to offer a perfectly logical explanation, like I was going to a costume party?  Of course, that would have been a pretty dumb reason, but still I felt safe.  

I guess it finally registered in my brain I was going to have to work very hard to convince everyone I was really a girl?  Maybe I should change my mind!  “Honey….you’re just nervous that’s all.  Really!  You’ve learned a lot already, but you have to understand….your mind just simply hasn’t adjusted to who you  are now.  You’ve got a lot more to learn young lady….sewing, cooking, makeup…shopping?   But mostly, you have to learn you’re my Daughter.”  

Just as we were getting ready to leave, Mother took the picture to the right.  I was still so frightened standing outside in plain site dressed as I was but Mother seemed to know what I was going through. She never pressured me into anything but certainly coaxed a lot?  Besides, we were leaving that minute, so what if someone recognized me then?  Before we actually would arrive in Portland, she offered me several more chances to change my mind, even though we would have to buy all new clothes again.  I thought about it often but I remembered all the times I dreamed of this and how it could never be.  How I worked so hard at hiding my feelings about what I wanted so much!  No…I wasn’t going to go back to that.  I just wouldn’t!

On our way through Iowa, we stopped to visit Mother’s sister.  Aunt Audrey was always so wonderful to me whenever she would visit.  I was very nervous as we approached her home because of course…..things were a little different now!  When she opened the front door and saw us, she gave Mother a great big hug and then stood up straight and looked at me.  “Oh my goodness!  She is such a pretty little girl!  You told me I would be surprised but…wow!  Cathy?”   And just like that, I was no longer David…..I was now HER niece, and Mother’s new…daughter!   
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We spend nearly three days visiting.  Aunt Audrey’s husband had never met me but mentioned he thought his Sister-in-law had a son, not a daughter.   Mom explained that when I was a bit younger, I seemed a lot ‘Tom-boyish’ but lately grew out of it.  Everyone thought I was more boy than girl but that was over.  “Thank goodness!”

Later in our visit, another relative dropped by with her daughter, Nancy.  I’m not sure to this day whose relative it was, but they took lots of pictures with Nancy and me.    We were both dressed like we were going to Church but it was just to have these pictures taken.  All I felt at the time was….fear!  After all, Nancy was another girl!  Wouldn’t she know for sure I wasn’t?  Mother had reassured me beforehand, after putting my hair up a bit and putting a cute hat on me that I looked wonderful!  “Nancy would never have any reason to wonder, believe me.  I imagine she’ll just be anxious to get home and change out of her clothes!”   And she laughed.  “Unlike you!”  

I was becoming more confident.  More assured I made the right decisions when Mother and Daddy gave me ample opportunity to decide for myself who I wanted to be.  It seemed from that time on, I wasn’t worried nearly as much.  I guess I started to feel….better about myself?

The drive took us nearly two weeks.  We stopped often, and saw a lot of different things along the way.  Each stop gave me more confidence around other people, even kids my age!  Finally we drove the last few miles into Portland and pulled off the highway at a service station to fill the tank with gas and for Mother to get some directions.  About 30 minutes later, she pulled up in front of a hotel in the city.  She and I got out and entered through the lobby and to the front desk.  While she spoke with the person there, I just stared around at the lobby.  I remember it certainly was nice!  

My reverie was disturbed when Mother tapped my shoulder and motioned to go with her.  As we walked back past the front entry door, a man in a uniform was pushing a cart loaded with all our suitcases into the lobby and toward the elevators.  Another man appeared to be taking our car?    When I pointed it out to Mother, she just smiled and said it was Ok….he was just parking it for us.  Really?  That was sure nice of him….

We followed the man with our suitcases to the elevators, and up several floors.   When we finally got to our room, the bellboy (that’s what I found out they were called later) unlocked the door, and held it open for Mother and me.    I was so amazed at everything I hardly even noticed he had unloaded out suitcases and was just heading out the door with his cart.  As he left, Mother stopped him and gave him some money.  

When I asked her later if that was payment for the room, she just laughed and commented I still had a great deal to learn about so many things.  “No honey….that was a…well a tip.  It’s a way to show him we appreciated all his help and courtesy for getting us to our room.”  Later, she explained a lot more about such things to me and how important it was to be courteous to anyone who helps us out like that.  “Remember, a young lady always must show the proper appreciation for assistance like that.”  

To me, our room was amazing!  There were two beds, a clock, a radio, and even a Television!  Soon, we were both unpacked and our clothes carefully hung in  two closets, and in dresser drawers.   Seeing all of my clothes hung up, or neatly put away in drawers for the first time in weeks was a wonderful reminder of  how everything in my life had changed.  The dresses and skirts were mine…and I was happy about it!   Realizing we were really in Portland, really gone from our old house and all the people I knew struck me suddenly.  I was really doing all this!  It wasn’t a dream at all!  It was….real!   

That evening, after a light dinner in the Hotel’s restaurant, we took a short walk around, staying close to the hotel so we didn’t get lost.   Portland didn’t seem all that large really.  There weren’t lots of tall buildings, certainly not like our old home, but it was still a big city it seemed.  Along the walk, we talked about the move and finding a new house and getting settled in.  It was fun, imagining all kinds of things a 9 year old might imagine about a new home.  

The evenings getting ready for bed were always kind of fun.  Mother would brush my hair, and we would talk.  To me, it was….well nice…pleasant!  That evening, she got a card out of her purse and lifted the phone to make a call.  Reading the number to the operator, I sat and watched, wondering what the next day would bring.   She talked to someone on the phone, and from what I heard Mother say, it seemed to be about a house and having breakfast in the Hotel?  Finally, it was time to go to bed.

The next morning I woke to the sound of an alarm clock.  First time for that in a long time!  When I asked why so early, she just laughed and reminded me how long it takes to get ready.  Unfortunately, it was true.   I was still new at all this?  I enjoyed it…but it did take a lot longer than it used to take me to get ready in the mornings.  Now, I’ve not mentioned this before but it suddenly came to mind thinking about how much more time it seemed to take getting ready in the mornings.  My hair!  I was surprised how quickly my mind adjusted to long hair when only weeks before it was crew cut!  Oh I knew it was longer, and it often got in front of my eyes when I bent forward and sometimes, I spent more time moving it out of my face with my hands and…well it was certainly different?  My brain just adjusted so quickly but still, it did require a lot more time in the mornings but it was so much nicer than that…wig!

We went directly to the main Restaurant and got a table next to the Window.   A few minutes later, a pretty lady walked up to our table and asked Mother’s name.  She reached her hand to Mother and smiled broadly as she introduced herself as Susan Dean and asked how our trip had been.  Then she turned to me, and smiled a very nice smile.  “And you must Cathy?  Your Father certainly talked about how pretty you were and he was right!  And I love your dress!  ”  For just a split second, my mind jumped…but I recovered quickly and smiled back while I thanked her.

She sat down across from us and, as Mother and she sipped coffee,  told us what she had planned for us that day.  She said she would showing us around Portland but the first stop would obviously be taking us to the house.   It was all news to me, and apparently to Mother as well.  “When you say the house…what house do you mean?  ”  

She quickly set her coffee cup down and looked at Mother with a surprised look on her face.  “Well…your house?”  Mother looked at her with a questioning look and slowly set her cup down as well.  “…Cathy it seems your Father forgot to mention something to us!”   Susan looked at us both and then started to laugh.  “You mean…you didn‘t know?  Oh my…well this will be quite a day then won’t it?”  And they both started to laugh. 

After we finished our breakfast Susan insisted on paying while Mother and I visited the ladies room.  That was still kind of scary even with me getting used to being seen as a girl.  But soon we met Susan at the Lobby door and she walked us to her car.  “I’m so anxious for you to see your new house now I can hardly stand it.  I do hope it’s what you were expecting.”   In just a few minutes we were driving along a river and up a slight hill.  She told us the neighborhood was known as Dunthorpe, and although very close to the city it was more rural and quiet.  “And, they have wonderful schools Cathy, I’m sure you’re excited about that.”   

Oh sure….excited….

She turned off the road and up a beautiful tree lined street that curved around through several beautiful houses.   Not too far up that road she pulled into a drive and continued up.  As it curved around some huge trees, I saw a house.  “Welcome to your new house ladies…..”  

Wow!  It wasn’t like some big mansion, but it was a lot bigger than our other house.  I have since learned it is what is known as a day-ranch.  Very modern looking with a low-slung roof line, lots of windows, and huge!    I remember at the time thinking it must have been hundreds of feet long but of course that was 9 year old eyes?  Mother and I just sat looking for the longest time when she finally broke the silence.

“Oh my….”  That’s all she said.  Susan looked worried and asked to follow her in so we could get a good look.  “I’m sure we can re-sell it if this isn’t what you wanted….really….”  Mother opened her door and stood up, looking around at the yard and back at the house.  As I opened my door and got out, she kept looking at the house from one end to the other.  “Oh Susan….this is just beautiful!  Are you sure this is our house?  My goodness….Can we please go in?”  

Susan laughed with a look of relief when Mother spoke again.  

“Oh…I’m so sorry, you said we were going to go in, I just…..well I….I guess he….Oh my!”  I hadn’t seen Mother so tongue-tied ever!  A few moments later, we all walked through the front door.

Inside, the house was like nothing I had ever seen before…except on television maybe, or in some magazines.  The wood floor gleamed and went everywhere.  Huge windows greeted us when we walked in the front door and provided a view of tall green trees, beautiful shrubs, and a huge lawn that almost looked fake.  All together, I think we must have spent a couple of hours with Susan showing us all around the house, and from at least three porches we saw the bulk of the yard surrounding the house.  It was quite a day and we hadn’t even seen anything else yet.

Susan told Mother she had already arranged with the movers to bring everything in the next day and that she had a special surprise for us.  “I’ve arranged to have a decorator come in Friday with their folks to get everything placed and help you get things organized the way you want them.  I hope that’s ok with you, I know what a task it is to move across country and then have to spend weeks getting things put away again in a new house and in a new city. ”  Mother expressed how grateful she was, and how lovely the house was.  “It wasn’t at all what I expected I guess, I had no idea it would be so….well so beautiful?”  And I giggled a bit and added;  “And so big!”

That afternoon, Susan drove us all around the area, and around downtown Portland to begin to get us familiar with how to get around.  We saw so much that day it’s hard to remember it all.  Portland was …..well it was a small city, but it was a big city!  I know it doesn’t make sense, but I don’t know how else to describe it.  

We all went out to dinner that night, and Susan told Mother she would meet us again in the morning to help us drive to the house.  “Only tomorrow, you follow me in your car so you can start getting a feel for the area.”  

The next day after the three of us enjoyed our breakfast again, we sat out to go to our new house.  Mother asked about our car at the front desk, and less than two minutes later, it pulled up in front of the hotel.  Susan pulled in front of our car and waited while we both got in ours.  Less than 15 minutes later, we drove up the drive to our new house following Susan.   

The moving truck was already there, and several men were waiting.  After all the introductions and confirmation of who everybody was, they started unloading the truck.  As I remember, it only took them about two hours to get everything inside the house, unwrap anything that had been covered, and all the boxes put where Mother had wanted them.  As they cleaned up and put packing materials and furniture blankets back in their truck, Mother signed some papers and they were on the way out the drive.  Susan, Mother, and I stood in the living room staring at all the boxes and chaos…..oh my!

Susan just laughed and said not to worry about anything.  As long as we had an idea where we wanted things, her decorator and his crew would make short work of making it look normal again.  “Meanwhile, would you two like to go somewhere for a late lunch?”  By Saturday morning, the house was settled.  More or less, and Saturday evening Mother had checked us out of the hotel and we were sleeping in our new house.

The first morning, after I was dressed, I remember looking all through the house for any unopened boxes.  There were none.  I….well I guess I expected to find some boxes with my…my old clothes in them.  When I figured out there were none, I think I was more relieved than anything.  As we sat having our breakfast, I told Mother about my search and what I finally felt, she just smiled and patted my hand.  

I had grown to like the way I looked like in the mirror, and that Mother was so supportive.  It was what I had dreamed about…and here I was!  It’s sort of funny remembering back about it all.  Then, I still loved opening my dresser drawers to find delightfully shiny, lacy panties and slips.  And those training bras!   Looking into my closet, all I had were dresses and skirts and lining the floor, all those wonderful petticoats.  Still all sort of a dream at that point.

I don’t remember when I began to feel truly comfortable walking out the door into plain site of anyone that might be there.  All the time we had spent with the real estate lady, Susan, I was for the most part silent.  Afraid that somehow if I said anything she would realize I was a boy dressed like a girl.  When I did speak, it was quietly and only a few words.  Yes, fear is quite a force to deal with, and as time went by and I became more comfortable and….I guess used to who I had become.  I slowly became less afraid and instead concentrated on learning more and more.  

By September, Mother sat me down one day and asked what I thought about life as her daughter.   I didn’t now exactly how to respond to that question, but I tried.  I had thought about it myself  several times but there was nothing I missed from what I then thought of as my prior life.  It wasn’t like I was an athletic type, so I certainly didn’t miss sports things or any outdoors kind of things boys liked.  And even though I was always being corrected for sitting with my legs apart, I didn’t long to go back to wearing my jeans.  I didn’t like the idea of competing in every little thing!   So….after a long pause, I told her I liked being who I was.

She smiled and took my hand.  “I’m glad honey, because even though it might be possible for you to go back to being a boy, it would certainly take some innovative thinking to explain your disappearance and the sudden return of David.  Your Father’s office, even the school system has you on their files as our Daughter…and most of all, I would truly miss having my Daughter with me.

The next week, Mother made and appointment for us both to meet a doctor in the area that had been recommended by my former doctor back east.  With both of us in his office, he inquired about my general state of health and of more importance to him I suspect, my state of mind!  After all kinds of questions and patiently listening to my answers and Mothers comments, he smiled and said it was time to start taking measures to “keep my old self from popping up!”

He explained that pretty soon, unless I started taking some medications he would recommend, my body would begin trying to change me in ways I might not appreciate, like lowering my voice,  growing hair  where it should not on a girl, muscle tone, body fat distribution, and a host of physical changes which would ‘hinder from my feminine presentation’ as he put it.  He told us the dangers, and possible side effects of the medications and asked if we both understood.  “Next Monday morning, I’d like you both to come back to see me.  If this is really what you want young man, and you’re comfortable as a girl, and what you and your parents think is best, I’d like to start you on some treatments  right away, ok?”  

Mother and I discussed it several times over the next several days.  She was worried of course, as was I.  But in the end, she just giggled a little and said I probably would have trouble in school with a beard and base voice in my home economics class.   That next Monday morning, we returned to the Doctor’s office and informed him of our discussions and decision.  After that, I learned part of the ‘treatments’ involved shots!

Once a month for the first six months, I would get a shot from him.  And every day, I was to take one pill he gave us a prescription for.  “The shot will keep your male hormones from taking over.  The pills will sort of ‘punch up’ your female hormones to help them win out in the end.  Bet you didn’t know you have female hormones did you?  Every male does and every female has male hormones.   In men,  it’s just that the male hormones control everything.  What we’re doing is just changing the order of who’s in charge.”  

Reassuring words, but as I found out later, there were some…side effects!   For the first several months, nothing really seemed different.  Well, not to me anyway.  But Mother later confided to me I had become more moody or, as she put it, ‘bitchy?’ 

Dealing with school during that period would have been….well impossible?  Maybe not impossible, but a lot more complicated I think.   Mother had arranged for me to receive private schooling in our home.  It was highly unusual, but she told me later she told everyone I had a medical condition and should not be around large numbers of people for a while.  I don’t think that’s exactly what she said, but whatever it was, it worked.  Thank goodness!

By December, the side effects of mood swings and cranky behavior started to taper off  and Mother was grateful.   Other things started to happen…subtle things.  Then, one day I mentioned to Mother my chest was tender and….sore?  She looked at my chest in the morning and smiled.  “Honey, it’s …You’re just starting to…..oh dear…don’t be too surprised….you’re starting to develop breasts!  It will take time, but sure enough, that‘s what it looks like to me.  I certainly hope you’ve gotten used to your training bras?”  

Huh?

Up to then, I had spent the whole time learning so many new things.  Mother had spent a good deal of time teaching me how to take care of myself….that is my hair, skin, and things like that.   She taught me home-making skills like ironing (not so fun?), cooking, cleaning, how to set a proper table?  Things I suppose girls learn?  She even bought me a sewing machine and gave me weeks of instruction and coaching on repairing clothes as well as sewing my own dresses and skirts.  And of course all along the way, Mrs. Marsh came by Monday thru Friday to take care of my school obligations.  She and I became close, even if she was a teacher!  And now I had this new thing going on…..breasts?  I….well I just didn’t quite imagine I would really grow them?  Would it mean I was never going to be a boy again?  Was that ok?  Why can’t they grow a lot faster!

Christmas was just around the corner it seemed.  After Christmas, my home schooling would pick up in earnest and I would be getting myself ready to attend regular school the next  fall.  Every time I thought about that my stomach would get all full of butterflies.  I was quite comfortable in my role by then, but  I was comfortable knowing I was still in the confines of a safe environment…..home and Mother!  We went out a lot of course, but I always knew Mother was close by and….well you know.  

Then, one day about a week before Christmas, with the rain coming down and the sky dark with winter clouds, the doorbell rang.  I heard Mother go to the door so I just remained in my bedroom.  A few minutes later, Mother rapped on my door and as she came in said someone would very much like to see me.  I glanced up to see Father standing beside her.  

I froze in my seat!  On the one hand, I was excited to see him after so long, but at the same time my brain was momentarily frightened about Dad seeing me?  I do recall it being rather a strange sensation at the time.  I just looked at him…. and then I saw a warm smile on his face and quickly stood up and ran over to hug him.  

“You’ve changed a lot since I last saw you I’d say…my goodness Cathy….you’ve become a very pretty young lady!”  

At least, that’s a summary of what I heard.  I also remember apologizing to Mother about running but I had gotten so excited and…..she laughed and told Father how she was trying to get me to remember ‘nice young ladies don’t run!’  He laughed along with her, and I just….cried?  Father asked if something was wrong but Mother simply said I was experiencing ‘growing pains.’  “Oh…..I see!” he said, as if he understood perfectly?  

He took my hand and walked me down the hall toward the entry way where he had left his suitcase and asked if I would be kind enough to give him a tour of the house.  I guess I looked puzzled because he waited a moment, then reminded me he had only seen it briefly on his way through Portland on the way to Japan.  I giggled, and asked if he wouldn’t rather take the tour with his bride (yes…..wise at the ripe old age of 9) and he smiled…… “She can show me things later I think….right now I just want to get acquainted with my new daughter.”  So together, we walked all around the house with me trying to talk my silly head off.  It was….well it was wonderful to see him again and for the first time, I didn’t feel one bit self conscious!  I have no idea why, but I remember that very clearly.  Had I finally come to terms with the idea I was a girl…..finally? 

Late that afternoon, Mother and I started preparing supper….something we had been doing as routine.  Father sat in the kitchen chatting, and watching Mother and I.  He talked about Japan, his work, how things were going, and different things he had seen and done.  I soaked it all in and for a brief moment wished I could have been there with him.  But ….I was happy I stayed.  

Christmas that year was one I’ll always remember because of the unexpected (at least to me) visit of Daddy.  But, as good things sometimes do, he had to leave again.  He and I talked a great deal during that visit…about all kinds of things, but paramount was his concerns about how I felt in my new role as ‘Daughter’ instead of ‘Son’.  Did I have any regrets about anything?  What did I think about the future?  It was the last one that needed the most conversation though.  What did I think about the future!

I had always been interested in science and how things work.  I always imagined myself becoming an engineer I guess, and even though I was immersed in learning things so diverse from that, I still imagined I would eventually work toward that.  

“Well….I don’t see why not.”  He would say.  “But…you have to remember, women aren’t typically in that kind of career.  That doesn’t mean you shouldn’t, but it will be difficult I imagine.  But…” and he chuckled a bit, “you certainly have some experience in accomplishing something difficult now don’t you!”

He smiled at me, and then continued talking; “Cathy, I firmly believe women shouldn‘t be barred from something they want to do just because they are women.”  
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Mother joined into the conversation  and she looked like she was proud of Father at that moment.  

“You know….I bought a perfectly fine sewing machine for your daughter and before I knew it, she had taken it apart to see how it all worked?”  She laughed a little and continued;  “And before I even had a chance to scold her, she had it all back together again and working better than it did new?” 

 Father smiled, nodded his head and reached for his pipe.  

“Well young lady, just remember…keep your grades up and study hard.  It’s not easy to get your degree in Engineering…. but it’s the best career on the planet I think!”  and he laughed.

A few days later, Daddy left again, back to Japan and work.  Mother had taken this picture of me earlier and gave it to Daddy to take with him.  I hated that he had to leave again, but it wouldn’t be too much longer and he would be home for good.

Over the remainder of the holiday season, I didn’t do very much studying.  Mother and I spent more time on….’girl classes’ she called them.  Each morning began the same way.  Shower, do my hair, get dressed, fix coffee for Mother, and take vitamins and a pill my Doctor prescribed for me.   And, after Mother made it to the kitchen and had her first cup of coffee, we fixed breakfast and began ‘girl classes’ again.  

Two days before Mrs. Marsh was to resume my school studies, I had an appointment with my Doctor.  He just wanted to do another routine checkup and see how I was coping with the medications he was giving me.  Happy with the results, he called my mother in and began to discuss the future.  “Your Mother already told me about changes in your breast tissue….and I see other, more subtle things I think.   We can pretty much keep things just as they are I think.  You seem to be adjusting very well, but I have to inform you both that at some point, there will be no turning back the clock.  At some point your male hormone production will just….well sort of give up.  Not completely mind you, but enough that you would never be comfortable as a man.” 

Mother looked momentarily startled.  “I….I guess I never thought about that before.  I….”  And she turned to me.  “Cathy dear, I think we have to have some long serious talks about this don’t you?”  I just looked at her confused for a moment.  I cleared my throat and told her I didn’t worry about ever turning back.  “It was because I wasn’t comfortable being a boy that got me here in the first place…..how could I ever be comfortable as a MAN.”  

The Doctor suggested we maintain the current dosages, and let things settle a bit.  “Nothing to lose being cautious I suspect.  After all young lady….you haven’t quite reached the age where you can be sure what it is you want.  Although I have to admit, you’re maturity un-nerves me a bit at times.”  

So yes….Mother did the right thing, for you that may wonder what kind of woman would allow her child to be ‘experimented’ with like that.  And yes, my mind had been made up.  After experiencing only a little over 5 months living as a girl, I never once thought of wanting to go back.  I knew I might experience problems down the road, and I knew I would never be a REAL girl, and I knew I was still a boy but I also knew I didn’t want to go back in hiding ever again.   I liked the female world!  I loved dressing up, being weaker than I should be at that age, everything!  

And so we went on.  In retrospect of course, the medication regimen was all way out of whack.  But at the time of course, there wasn’t a lot of data to rely on.  I was technically known as a ‘Transvestite’ at the time.  The term transgendered wouldn’t enter into wide use for quite some time.  The only sex change information available was Christine Jorgenson, a male tennis champion who, despite all odds, successfully underwent ground breaking surgery to change from male, to female.  That would have been a good sign for me, but the fact was, I didn’t necessarily want to have that kind of surgery done to me.  I don’t know to this day why, but I was content….no happy to be living as I was.  Maybe no commitment?  Maybe fear?  Maybe I really was just crazy!

The simple fact was however, the medications were causing changes that I now realize were non-reversible.  My breasts developed and by my 12th Birthday, I was about as female up top as any girl my age.  My whole body had changed in fact, although it wasn’t as obvious as having two protruding breasts sticking out for the world to see.  My hips were wider, my skin softer than other boys my age, my voice was unmistakably feminine and body hair, almost non-existent.  So subtle, and yet so distinct from what my body would have matured to.  And….I was happy with it all.  

I’d been living as a girl for a bit more than 2 years.  I had learned a lot about sewing, cooking, all the normal female chores around the house, and worked very hard to learn how to hold my own against any other girl my age.  Honestly, If I’d reverted to living as a boy, I could never have pulled it off.  My mannerisms were…well so girly I guess.  

I had been attending regular school since January of 1957.  I remember how frightened I was on the first day attending class.  Since I had entered mid-year, of course I stood out anyway being a new student right after Christmas break.   Some concessions had been made by the school.  No Gym class!  I didn’t know how Mother managed to pull that off but of course there wasn’t any alternative and, regardless of the obvious problems, I hated gym class anyway!  I figured out later that the school, although technically a public school, was in fact well supported by the local community.  Father had made some rather sizable contributions and I guess that made conceding my physical training good for everyone? 

After the first few days in school, I had met a couple of girls in my history and art classes.  They invited me to sit with them at lunch, and we started to hang out together a lot.  I found myself engrossed in their discussions about clothes, and shopping….but when they talked boys?  Oh well, we at least shared a lot of other interests and I enjoyed being with them.  I had been accepted into the fold! 

There was a fine line to maintain in these new found friendships.  I had to always be careful to remember I did have a little extra on my body that they didn’t!  I have to say though, at that point, the little something extra was very little, probably because of the medications I was taking.   I steered away from things like sleep-over parties, or anything like that.  Still, it was nice to have friends in school!  

My best friend in school was named Francis.  She was very pretty and so nice.   She too loved to sew, and we often shared patterns and ideas for projects to work on.   Mother even took us shopping several times for fabrics and notions and we would help each other with fittings and slight modifications for clothes we were making.  With summer approaching rapidly, we both enrolled in a summer sewing program offered through a fabric store we both loved.   

That summer we spent an awful lot of time together.  She and I became very close and shared a lot of ‘secrets’ we had heard about other kids in our class.  I guess you would call it gossip!  Then one day, while she and I were having a coke together at the department store close to where we took the sewing classes she just sort of blurted out how much she would love to have been born a boy!  “I mean, boys have it made!  They can go where they want, when they want, and it just seems unfair.  Don’t you think so?”

I paused.  “You know Francis, I’m not sure I would want to be a boy.”   She smiled and replied; “Yeah….I guess….but it would be nice to go places and do things whenever I wanted.  You ever wonder what it would be like?”  

I don’t think I ever really answered that question.  Boy…what I could have told her!

Life kept on, and everything seemed to be going so wonderfully for me.  My grades were excellent, I had made so many wonderful friends and Francis and I were nearly….sisters!   At our Middle School graduation photo we sat next to each other as usual.   For my part, I looked at the graduation as more than just moving on to High School.  For me it marked the end of any doubt I had chosen the right path.  From that point on, I was a girl…at least as far as I was concerned.  And I would remain so!
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Francis

Me

High School was much harder than any of my schooling before.  Well, except the intensive training to be girly?  But I kept after it, and studied hard.  I concentrated on science, math, and a lot of advanced courses to prepare myself for enrollment in college as an Engineering student.  Everyone thought I was crazy wanting to be an Engineer.  “Come-on….girls can’t be Engineers!”  I heard that a lot.  

Daddy supported me all the way, and Mother was always pushing me to be the very best.  Of course, she also kept after me about my appearance and deportment.  Even after so many years….the old ‘male’ would show his ugly self with some slight gesture, or ‘sprawl?’ as Mother would say.   I hardly even thought about the fact I wasn’t really a girl any longer.  Oh sure, there was the constant reminder when I went to the bathroom, but in general, I didn’t think much about it any more.  

That was my second ‘little mistake.’  

One day while I was over at Francis’ house studying for a final exam, I had to go to the bathroom.  Without thinking, I left the door open.  After all, it was attached only to her bedroom and her brother wouldn’t be around….I didn’t even think!

When I came back out, Francis was staring at me, mouth open, like she had seen a ghost!  And suddenly it hit me!  

She just stared at me for a few moments, then quietly, almost as a whisper asked; “Cathy….I’m sorry I shouldn’t have even been looking…can you forgive me?”  

I was panic stricken!  I didn’t know what to do….what to say!  She continued;  “I….but you’re a girl….aren’t you?  I mean….I’ve seen your breasts and….what was that thing down there?”

I remained quiet for some time.  I had to tell her!  I had to!  

I finally sat down to tell her…  

When I finished my whole story, she just looked at me for a few moments.  Then she leaned over and kissed me?  

The short story is….she thought there was something different about me.  She said she HOPED there was something!  She had been feeling….attracted to me?  And not like girl friends, much stronger.  “You have no idea how relieved I am!”  she said.  “I….well I thought maybe I was a lesbian or something!”  and she started to giggle.  “Oh Cathy….this is wonderful!”  

We found a new bond that day.  And what could have been a horrible disaster once again turned into something wonderful.  Two little mistakes in my life, each bringing with it a complete change that turned out so wonderful.  Finally I had someone I could be open and honest with about…well anything!  Oh sure, I could talk to Mother, and Daddy, and even a couple of Doctors….but this was special!  This was someone who was a friend!  

She said she would never tell a soul.  I believed her, I trusted her.  And to this day, I don’t believe she has ever told anyone….not even her Mother or Father.  

Our friendship grew even more after that.  We were almost inseparable as girl friends.   Some of our other friends honestly began to wonder I think.  Little did they know that in private, we were indeed very close.  It never bothered either of us in the end.  We both know that, in reality, our closeness was ok!  I was, after all, biologically still a male and she was certainly all female.  After what was approaching three years living as a girl, I didn’t think of myself as anything but a girl to be honest….except with her.  

As we grew through high school, and eventually college, we remained close with that special friendship that even my parents were surprised at.  Mother asked me once if there was something I wanted to tell her about my friendship with Francis and finally, one day I explained it all to her.   She was so relieved when I told her the whole story and happy I found someone who could share my history without reprise. 

I did become and Engineer….and have had a great time and wonderful career.  Francis and I have stayed very close through all these years.   I wish I could go on with my stories, but I think you get the idea.  Small mistakes sometimes turn out for the best after all.

So many years ago….
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